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'Twas the midnight hour. Deep from the tower
Boom'd the following bell; Down go our lances, Shout for the lances!
The last toll was his knell.
There he lay, dying; He had,, for his lying,
A spear in his traitorous mouth; A false tale made he Of my true, true lady;
But the spear went through his mouth.
In the winter weather We rode back together
From the broad mead under the hill; And the cock sung his warning As it grew toward morning,
But the far-off hound was still.
Black grew his tower As we rode down lower.
Black from the barren hill; And our horses strode Up the winding road
To the gateway dim and still.
At the gate of his tower, In the quiet hour,
We laid his body there; But his helmet broken, We took as'a token;
Shout for my lady fair!forth the showers
